i              ROGUE'S DAUGHTER            39

Marvellous black eyes, she had, a lovely shapely
bosom, and silver ornaments in her dark hair,
which was her own and unpowdered. You
could see, Judith decided, that she was the little
boy's mother. They would be French then.
Judith had heard of Paris, where silks and brandy
came from. She had seen a print of the French
Queen dancing in a great hall lit with flambeaux.
This lady looked as though she could be a queen
were she given the opportunity.

The noise and confusion now were very great.
Old Dunstable had slipped beneath the table.

Wilson of Ireby was standing on his chair pro-
posing healths; fat Dick Conyngham of Penrith
and a thin young man with a crooked nose were
embracing. Voices rose and fell, then suddenly
the chorus, everyone joining together:

Then chink and clink your glasses round
And drink to the Devil below the ground.
The more you drink the better you be
And kiss the lasses upon your knee.

Chink, clink!

Chink, clink!
The Devil himself can't drink like me.

Then young Drayton of Keswick, whose sweet
tenor was famous for miles around, stood up and
sang the song of * Beauty Bathing ':

Beauty sat bathing by a spring
Where fairest shades did hide her;

The winds blew calm, the birds did sing,
The cool streams ran beside her.

Mywanton thoughts enticed mine eye
To see what was forbidden: